
Two Old Friends
Skansen and Artur Hazelius; a book of sketches and memories

How well we all remember two old friends from Skansen, although it is
no longer possible to hear them perform there. One is Jödde i Göljaryd,
the  other  is  Delsbostintan.  Jödde  has  died  and  lies  at  rest  in  Nya
Kyrkogården (The New Cemetery); Delsbostintan, the former Ida Gawell
and present wife of Dr. Blumenthal, has retreated to private life and is
only heard now and then in concert. Yet both of them remain an integral
part of Skansen's history.

— Jödde i Göljaryd —

I remember Jödde from the Nordic Museum's silver jubilee in the fall of
1898. I had arranged to meet him for an interview then and found him at
home in a small apartment, a few flights up somewhere in the vicinity of
the  Central  Train  Station.  Karl  Petter  Rosén,  the  given  name  of  the
departed entertainer, told me with quiet equanimity the story of his life:

— I was born February 12, 1855 at Hjälmseryd in Jönköping county. I
attended Mariestad’s grammar school for five years and graduated from
Jönköping’s high school in 1877. It was my father’s wish that I become a
pastor, and I tried my hand at it for a whole year in Uppsala. But even if
I had studied for a hundred years, I never would have become a cleric. So
I studied chemistry and geology, and in 1885 and 1886 was a student at
Filipstad’s college.

— And then you were an engineer?

— Yes, but I never practiced the trade. I had no connection at all with
mines and mills.

— Then you became a man of letters?

— Yes,  I  did.  In 1889 I  worked as a parliamentary correspondent for
Aftonbladet. That summer, however, I became an editor for Morgonbladet
with the stipulation that I be neutral on issues pertaining to both taxes
and  religion.  In  December  of  1890  the  newspaper  was  sold  to  the
Hemlandsvännens company, but I stayed on as an employee until the
summer of 1893.

— You made your debut at Skansen then?



— I started there at the Spring Festival of  1893 and have since then
become something of a fixture. But I have never had and probably never
will have a permanent engagement at Skansen. But there seems to be a
tacit agreement between Hazelius and me that I return every spring and
go my own way in the fall.

— What about the winter?

— That’s when I tour the provinces, sometimes sponsored by Skansen
but mostly on my own.

We looked at a hand-tinted photograph of Jödde, holding his accordion
and  seated  on  his  familiar  stone  as  he  smiled  to  himself  amid  the
sunshine and greenery.

—  My  costume  is  as  close  as  possible  to  that  of  a  Småland
farmer. The vest was woven by Jacob Hill, and the scarf is tied to the
farm cap in an authentic manner. In my childhood the men used to put a
peony  on  their  hats  when  they  went  to  church  on  Sunday.  Or  any
beautiful flower.

— Are your songs a kind of folk poetry?

— Yes, up to a point. Sometimes, of course, I  make subtractions and
additions to improve the original text. A few songs I write myself but only
when it is absolutely necessary. I was, incidentally, a dialect performer in
Uppsala when the movement for the preservation of regional languages
was at  its  peak.  I  was actually  the  chairman of  the  Småland dialect
association.  At  that  time  we  even  had  major  dialect  festivals,  but
unfortunately there is now a great shortage of provincial storytellers. It
may, however, get better.

— Are you, as I have heard, a mechanic as well?

— Yes,  for  many  years  I  have  devoted  my  spare  time  to  mechanical
pursuits  and  have  been  working  on  a  typesetting  machine,  which  is
nearing  completion.  I  have  always  been  interested  in  mechanical
engineering

A strange occupation for a folksinger. But Jödde died before he could
finish his invention.



— Delsbostintan (The Girl from Delsbo) —

Around that time I also visited Mrs. Blumenthal, who was kind enough
to relate her own biography:

— I was born November 4, 1869 in Arbrå parish in Hälsingland, where
my father was a pastor. In 1895 I came to Stockholm and attended a
technical  school  for  a  couple  of  years.  I  first  performed  at  Skansen
during the Spring Festival of 1895.

— How did that come about?

—  I had performed at a bazaar in Gävle and must have made a good
impression, for Dr. Hazelius wrote to me afterwards and invited me to his
kingdom.  

— How did you get the name the Delsbostintan?

— I went to school in Delsbo, where my brother-in-law was a pastor, and
moreover spent a good deal of time there. The songs I sing are genuine
folk poetry from Delsbo,  as are the stories I  tell.  Naturally,  though,  I
sometimes expand on the material. The natives of Delsbo are indeed a
splendid people.   

I could hardly object to anything said by the cheerful woman with the
sparkling eyes.

Bibliography

Skansen och Artur Hazelius;  en skiss och minnesbok, av Johan Levart,
(Stockholm: Hugo Gebers Förlag, 1901) s. 51-55.


